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DEDICATION
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For my husband, little bean, and the happily ever after that each day with you brings.
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CHAPTER ONE
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“What. The. Fuck.” Teddy seethed, “I can’t believe you just threw a fucking lamp at me!” He could hear his voice getting louder and louder by the second. “What the hell is wrong with you, Summer?”

“Me?” Summer’s shriek easily matched his volume as her hazel eyes narrowed on him. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

A second later, something else was hurtling toward him, only just missing his head. An ear-piercing smash later, he spared a glance at the floor to his left and couldn’t help but scowl. This had to be a bad dream. Dark liquid was now seeping into his hardwood floors while crooked shards of glass stood to attention.

“Have you lost your damn mind, woman? That was an eight-hundred-dollar bottle of whiskey!”

“Oh no,” she mocked, bringing her chipped red nails up to cup her face. “Sucks when someone takes something that isn’t theirs ... doesn’t it?”

He’d had enough. “For the last goddamn time, Mickey wanted to sell, and I wanted to buy. End of story. You weren’t in the country ... You’re never in the country! How on earth was I supposed to know Mickey promised you the bar? I’m not a damn mind reader, Summer!”

Really, this is all my fault, Teddy thought as he mentally cursed himself. It was too late for this bullshit. Why on earth did he even answer the door? He was old enough and ugly enough to know that nothing good ever came from answering your door after midnight.

He certainly hadn’t been prepared to see Summer Willis. Mickey’s granddaughter. It had been five long years since he’d seen the beautiful, blonde, pain in his ass. And now here she was, using the contents of his shelf and his living room wall for target practice because, apparently, Mickey had at one point in time offered her the bar Teddy had just purchased. 

After muttering some imaginative expletives under her breath, she took a step toward him. Then another. He finally had a chance to study her, something he hadn’t been able to do since she’d barged her way into his apartment and started yelling. Something was off. The Summer he knew was always so put together. Composed. Perfect. Even when the words coming out of her pretty little mouth were anything but. 

Errant strands of hair hung down from the messy knot at the top of her head. Her short-sleeved blue blouse was slightly crumbled, and he noticed mud stains streaking the knees of her jeans. But it was the skin above the black bracelets covering her wrist that his eyes zeroed in on. Bruises. 

What the hell is that?

Before he had time to think, he was reaching for her arm to get a better look. “Who did this to you?” His forceful demand was a direct contradiction to the gentle way he circled her wrist as he held it up.

He didn’t miss her flinch. Or the flicker of sadness in her deep green-brown eyes—a rare display of vulnerability there gone so fast ... if he’d have blinked, he would have missed it. Her expression had quickly defaulted back to hard as she wrenched her hand back. “None of your business.”

Teddy didn’t think Summer noticed that she had just basically admitted to a person being responsible for those marks. But he had. And he wouldn’t be forgetting any time soon. He wasn’t about to push her for more information right now though. Not unless he wanted his apartment trashed even more than it already was. 

“What can I do?” He kept his voice calm, even though he was feeling anything but. Someone had hurt Summer. His Summer. 

She was never yours.

“Give me back my bar.” She retorted.

“You know I can’t do that. I know you’ve not been back for a while, but ... ever since I left the Navy, Mickey’s has come to mean a lot to me.” 

Her expression betrayed her again. Instantly going from rage to shock to concern at his revelation. “You left the Navy? Why?” 

There she was. There was the woman he remembered. It was good to know she was still there. “Yeah, dollface, I left. Three years ago. Moved back here. Your grandaddy set me up with a job at Mickey’s, and now ... well, you know the rest.”

“Don’t think I missed you ignoring the why, Teddy.” The sass was back. 

“That’s right, doll. I am ignoring it. Because it’s a long damn story, and I’m too damn tired. So, if you’re done redecorating my apartment”—he gestured around the small dark room, even more dark since she smashed one of the two lamps that he had—“I think it’s time for me to head back to bed.”

Summer gulped. How she could look both scary and vulnerable at the same time was a complete mystery.  

“I need a job,” she blurted. “I planned on working at Mickey’s.”

A laugh escaped before he had time to swallow it. “Jesus Christ, Summer. This is how you ask me for a job? Barging in here at two A.M., throwing my shit at me, and calling me an asshole?”

The corner of her lips curved up into a smirk. He was reminded right then and there what a smile from Summer Willis could do to him. 

“I need somewhere to crash too. I’m assuming that since you’re living here, the apartment above the bar is vacant?”

His body was vibrating now. This chick was something else. “You’re batshit fucking crazy, you know that?”

A full-blown smile had now blossomed across her face. Her hand went in front of her, palm facing up. “Keys?”

She really wasn’t kidding. She wanted him to give her a job and a place to live. After the shit she just pulled. Unbelievable. When he didn’t reply quickly enough, she spoke again.

“Come on, Teddy, we both know you’re gonna let me stay there. And you know as well as I do, I’m the best darn bartender in this town. I’ve been working on and off at Mickey’s ever since it was legal. Now, hand over the keys and you can go get your precious beauty sleep.”

He leaned down, ignoring the vanilla scent filling up his lungs, and whispered into her ear, “Not a fucking chance, dollface.”
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Teddy couldn’t sleep. He’d tossed and turned all night after kicking Summer out of his apartment. A mixture of guilt, intrigue, and confusion meant he was now wide awake, and the sun wasn’t even up yet. So much for sleeping in. 

He stared up at his bedroom ceiling, replaying his fight with her over and over again. What the heck was she doing here? He’d been back in Bluestone three years, and she’d never once ventured back before. Not even for a visit. 

One thing was for sure though: Summer Willis had always been his weakness. And if the lack of sleep was anything to go by, she still was. While he was being honest with himself, he should probably also admit that she had been the reason he’d moved back to Bluestone in the first place. Getting a job at Mickey’s wasn’t a coincidence either. It was a connection to her. The bar her grandfather owned. Well, until recently. Now, Teddy was the proud new owner. 

He’d always wondered about her. Even if it had been years since they’d seen each other. Despite them not being on such a friendly basis right now, they had been close at one point in time. Really close. They’d grown up together, and Teddy wasn’t ashamed to admit that he’d had one hell of a crush on her. There was even a time he thought she felt the same way about him, but he’d been wrong. Colossally wrong. 

Letting out a heavy sigh, Teddy pushed himself up and out of bed. He needed to stop thinking about Summer. That ship had sailed. If he wasn’t going to sleep, then he’d do something useful. There was always work to be done at the bar. So, there it was. He had a plan. He would just quickly jump in the shower, then he’d head on over there. 

Fifteen minutes later, Teddy was out of the door and headed to Mickey’s. What he definitely wasn’t doing was thinking about Summer Willis. 

Keep telling yourself that, buddy.

Choosing to ignore the troll inside his head, he instead focused on his walk. Living in town had its advantages. He was just a five-minute stroll to the bar. While walking with a purpose through the parking lot, something to the side of him caught his eye. His steps stalled as his attention went to the blue Prius in the far corner. Cursing under his breath, he was back on the move as he started toward it. The closer he got, the angrier he became. 

“Un-fucking-believable.” He huffed as he came to a halt by the car door. 

One knock on the window later, he was looking into Summer’s startled eyes. When she didn’t immediately roll down the window, he impatiently gestured for her to do so. But she simply frowned and scrunched up her nose. He realized then that his pissed-off expression probably wasn’t doing him any favors. 

Trying his best to keep his tone gentle, he decided to ask her instead. “Please, Summer, roll down your window.”

A cute little grimace took over her face as she pressed down on the window button. “Morning,” she shyly greeted.

“You gonna tell me why you’re sleeping in your car?”

“Um ... I’m being environmentally conscious?”

He raised an eyebrow and was rewarded with a smile that hit him full force in the chest. “You’re not staying with Mickey?”

She looked at Teddy like he was certifiable. “Mickey’s gone. I thought you knew? He sold the house the same time he sold you the bar.”

Teddy had no idea. But that wasn’t important right now. What was important was why the hell Summer was sleeping in her car and not staying with friends or in a hotel.

“What about Laney? You couldn’t stay with her? Or book into a hotel?”

Running her hand through messy blonde strands, she sighed. “Laney’s married and has two kids under five. The last thing she needs is me showing up at her door at two in the morning, asking for a place to crash.” He was about to protest but she cut him off. “It’s not a big deal, Teddy. Really. It’s just one night. You don’t have to worry about me bringing down the property prices. Give me a minute and I’ll get out of your hair.”

“Where will you sleep tonight?”

She shrugged. “I’ll find a motel or something.” 

She’d never been a good liar. She was definitely planning on sleeping in her car again. His gaze drifted to the bags and clothes filling her backseat. She was in trouble, but it didn’t make sense. Just a few hours ago she’d been pissed that he’d been the one to buy Mickey’s and not her. How could she afford to buy a bar but not a hotel room for the night?

He knew he was seriously going to regret what he was about to say, but he said it anyway. “You can stay in the apartment above the bar. Until you find somewhere.” The relief in her eyes twisted his gut. “And I might be able to throw a couple of shifts your way.”

Now she was beaming. The guilt he’d been feeling all night came flooding back. He should have given her the keys when she’d asked and saved her from a night in her car. Anything could have happened to her. Anything. And it would have been his fault. All the signs that she’d needed help had been there too. The crumpled, mud-stained clothes, her chipped nail varnish, messy hair.  

Some Navy SEAL you are.

Then there was that bruise. His fists clenched at the memory. He knew right then he needed to put his feelings aside and do what he could to help her. Even if she was a giant, beautiful, pain in his ass.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Five years had apparently been enough time for Summer to forget just how crazy Teddy McCallen made her. He’d always been a moody son of a bitch, that was for sure. A good-looking one at that. But over the years, just like his looks, his broody nature had clearly matured. He was now a ridiculously sexy, six-foot-four ball of rage. And she kind of liked it. 

So, so healthy, Summer. 

Dropping off the empty glasses she’d collected at the end of the bar, she snuck another look at the man in question. The easy charm he offered each customer was deceptive. If they hung around for just another second, they’d see Teddy’s mask drop almost instantly. She saw it though. She’d always seen it. Summer figured that was why he always treated her differently. Although, right about now, she was starting to wish he didn’t. She could really go for some of that fake friendly, if it meant that smile was directed her way. 

It had been a rough year, but she knew she needed to try and focus on the positive. At least she had a place to stay now. That was something. She would never take for granted hot showers and clean clothes ever again. 

Showing up at Teddy’s the other night hadn’t been her finest hour. She was well aware of what a hot mess she was. But at least now she was a clean, semi-presentable hot mess. And she was determined to try to not piss him off during her first shift at Mickey’s. 

“Summer. Long time no see.” A familiar, deep voice croaked from behind her.

Spinning on her heel, she visibly cringed at the sight. Colton. Her ex. Yet another bad decision she’d made over ten years ago. Great. That was the thing about small towns, exes were always sneaking up on you and reminding you of what a dumbass you used to be.  

He looked just as she remembered him. Jet-black hair that was just a little bit too long, piercing dark brown eyes, and enough stubble to be considered the start of a beard. Although he was tall, he’d always been on the lean side. That hadn’t changed either. 

“Uh, hi, Colt.” She smiled and hoped like hell it didn’t look as forced as it felt. “How you doing?”

“Doing good, babe. What ... no hug?” Colton opened his arms expectantly while she internally screamed. 

Fuck my life. 

She stepped into his arms and gave him the world’s quickest, most awkward hug before retreating back toward the bar counter. 

“Well, I better get back to work. It was good seeing you.” She spun in the other direction before she’d even finished the sentence. But he didn’t let her get very far. She felt his hand wrap around her upper arm, forcing her to a stop, holding her in place. Goddamnit. Hadn’t she been manhandled enough already? Now she was pissed. Screw being friendly.

“Get your hands off me, Colt. Now.” She fumed as she turned to face him. 

Luckily, the man was smart enough to drop his hand, but he didn’t back away. 

“I didn’t mean to frighten you, Summer. Come on. It’s me. Me! I’ve done a lot more than grab your arm if I remember correctly, babe.” The dirty smirk he gave her made her stomach roil. 

Stupid, goddamn small towns. 

“I’m not your babe, Colt. And I suggest in the future, you don’t go around grabbing women in bars unless you’re looking for a punch to the throat.”

Clearly not too worried about her threat, he took a step closer, crowding her against the bar. “I promise to not go around grabbing women in bars, Summer; I doubt I’m gonna want to now that you’re back in town. How ’bout I pick you up after your shift tonight ...?” He took a moment to run his eyes over her body. “We can do some catching up?”

Euwww.

“How ’bout you back up before I make good on my promise?”

“Everything all right here?” Teddy boomed from behind the bar. She didn’t need to see his face to know it was set to angry. 

“Everything’s good, Teddy. Summer and I are just catching up. Right, babe?”

Summer was done. She was so sick of men, it wasn’t even funny. She shoved Colton’s shoulder until he took a step back. Finally. “For the last time, I’m not your babe. And don’t ever touch me again.” Chancing a look in Teddy’s direction, she was surprised to see just how angry he was. Rage seemed to be seeping out of every pore. Even when she’d thrown a lamp at him, he hadn’t looked this pissed. “I’m going on my break.” 

She didn’t wait for an answer. She needed to get out of there. 

Her feet didn’t stop until she hit the alley next to the bar. Sliding down the brick wall, she winced as her skin met the cobbles, and she wasted no time wrapping her arms around her knees. Tonight probably wasn’t the best night to wear shorts, but she couldn’t bring herself to care right now. The frigid air was the only thing stopping her from falling apart. 

As she dropped her head onto her knees, thoughts of the past year flitted through her mind. Her brain chose that moment to play her an ironic slideshow of all her bad decisions. Perfect. It’s not like she needed a reminder. Ben was front and center of the show of course. Even after tonight’s display, he could easily swipe the worst ex award right out of Colton’s hands. 

“You okay?”

Summer startled. She hadn’t heard anyone come out or make their way into the alley. Her head shot up and she was even more alarmed to find that Teddy was sitting next to her.

“You scared the shit out of me! How is it, such a big fucker like you, can sneak up on me without making a sound?”

Teddy threw his head back and laughed, which only annoyed her more. Why was he laughing at her?

“A big fucker like me,” he said through another throaty laugh, “well, I guess I have the Navy to thank for that.”

Summer threw her hands up in exasperation. “Dear Lord, how could I forget? You’re a big, badass Navy SEAL.” Sarcasm dripped off every word as she rolled her eyes. “They probably have a special class designed just for you. Stealth 101 for big fuckers.” She turned back to see him convulsing. “Can you stop laughing at me now?”

“I forgot how funny you are, doll.” 

She simply glared at him while he got himself under control. But her tension quickly dissipated as she got a good look at his smile. It was aimed her way for once, and it made her feel things. Things she thought she’d buried long ago. 

Teddy McCallen was her weakness. Always had been. And apparently always would be. It didn’t help that the man was frigging gorgeous. His body was practically a wall of muscle, and even the ink covering both his arms was as sexy as hell. But it wasn’t just his dark, messy hair, square jaw, and sparkling green eyes that captured her attention. It was the man himself. The smart, funny, and kind man before her. Sure, he was a little rough around the edges, but he had a heart of pure gold. 

He’d practically raised his little sister, Ivy, when his parents passed away. Although he’d been young, and they’d been taken in by their grandparents, Summer had seen first-hand the part he played in raising Ivy. And she would never forget that. He was a good man. Way too good for Summer. 

“Seriously, Summer, you okay? If Colton touched you inappropriately, I swear to God I’ll rip his throat out.”

Her lips twitched. “Harsh.”

“Warranted,” Teddy countered. 

She didn’t hold back her smile. “What did I see in him again?”

“Fuck if I know!” 

Then she remembered. Colton was supposed to help her move on. Move on from the man she really wanted. The man she’d spent her entire childhood obsessing over. Teddy. 

She never dated anyone else before Colton because of her crush. Summer’s teenage years were spent waiting for Teddy to realize he was in love with her. But it was in high school when delusion really took over. She actually thought for a while that Teddy liked her back. So what did she do? Flirt with him relentlessly of course. Making a fool out of herself. And breaking her own heart when she realized he’d been sleeping with Becky Matthews the entire time. The perky cheerleader. Talk about clichés. 

“I was never any good at choosing men.” She sighed, turning away from him and directing her gaze back to her knees. 

“No, you weren’t.” She felt his callused fingers lightly brush her chin as he turned her face back to him. “But seriously, dollface, he hurt you?”

Summer felt all gooey as she stared into the concern. It had been a while since anyone had cared. “No, Teddy. He didn’t hurt me. I swear. I think he just wanted to hook up, and he wasn’t really getting my very loud and very clear message that I wasn’t interested.”

Instead of relaxing, Teddy seemed to tense even more. If he clenched his jaw any tighter he was going to need a dentist. Her hand absently drifted toward his jawline and stroked. Her body and her brain were clearly not communicating well. When she realized just what she was doing, she started to pull away. But Teddy grabbed her wrist and held it in place. 

They stared into each other’s eyes for what felt like hours but was probably only seconds, her fingers brushing up and down over the stubble on the side of his face. In turn, his thumb lazily stroked the pulse point on her wrist. 

Wait. What the hell is happening?

“Um, Teddy,” one of the bartenders called out as he poked his head out of the back exit, “I need some help in here; we’re slammed.”

Summer was back

[image: ]



































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





